A     LONDON     YEAR

of Births.)   With luck the child is elected at the age
of forty-five.

* You don't say ! * says the young American.   c I
guess this Lord's Cricket Ground where we're going
is a kind of country club to the House of Lords.
Is that so ? 3

I have to explain to him that the genesis of Lord's
had nothing to do with hereditary titles, that over a
hundred years ago a man called Lord, realizing that
it would be profitable to bring a field, a cricket
match, and barrels of beer together, humbly laid the
foundations of the most famous sporting institution
in the world. I explain that butlers rush off to
enter infants for the Marylebone Cricket Club at the
earliest possible moment because there is a waiting
list as long as eternity.

* Well, I guess that guy Lord drew one of the lucky
names in history,' says the American.    e I'll say he
had a hunch for founding things in this country ;
he simply couldn't fail with a name like that.   He
might have been Robinson ?   D'you think he'd have
put cricket over on a name like Robinson ?   I guess
not. . . .'

We approach the gates.

Lord's is looking incredibly like Lord's. That
emerald bowl of turf edged with darker trees, those
glittering white rails, the pavilions, the startlingly
dear, snow-white players, the batsmen, the umpires,
slow, ruminating, in their long white coats, the
pretty run of the bowler, the flash of his arm and,
crack ! the sweetest sound of June, the meeting of
bat and ball !

In a circle round the field is the most delightful
sports gathering in the world : an English cricket
crowd. Keen, impartial, quiet and undemonstrative
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